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ALL ALONG THEAGCTIC OCEAN IN THE 
NORTH AMERICAN CONTINENT THE 
ESKIMO REIGNS SUPREME .'IN HIS 
I6LOO, CARVED FROM SOLID ICE, 
IN BLOCKS THAT ARE FITTED CARE- 
FULLY TOGETHER, HE LIVES THROUGH 
THE FIERCEST WINTER 5TORMS.' 




HE IS MASTER OF ICY SEAS IN HIS KAYAK. THAT CANNOT S/NK. 
BUT BOBBLES LIKE A CORK IN THE ROUGHEST WATER- 




KAYAK TAKE ESKIMO FAR 
OUT INTO OCEAN... BRING 
HIM BACK SAFE TO SHORE, 1 
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ALTHOUGH 
AO.OOO ESKIMOS 
INHABIT 40.000,000 
SQUARE MILES (ONE 
ESKIMO FOR EVERY 400 
MILES},THESE PEOPLE OF 
THE FROZEN NORTH HAVE 
MANY LEGENDS. ONE OF 
WHICH HAS TO OO WITH 
THE ANCIENT DAVS WHEN 
ESKIMO FOUGHT 
MAMMOTH / 
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THE CARIBOU FURNISHES THE 
ESKIMO WITH MEAT, ALTHOUGH 
ONE OF THEIR LAWS OF TABOO 
WILL NOT PERMIT THE CARIBOU 
SKIN TO BE WORKED ON ICE- 



MODERN EXPLORERS HAVE FOUND 
PROOF OF THE OLD ESKIMO TALES 
OFllTTLE MEN'.:.POWERFUL DWARFS 
WHO LIVE CLOSE TO THE NORTH 
MAGNETIC POLE.' TINY DWELLINGS 
BUILT TO THE SCALE OF THESE 
SHORT, POWERFUL FOLK HAVE 
BEEN DISCOVERED, 7 
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EATING FAT OR BLUBBER TO KEEP 
WARM DURING THE COLD WINTER 

MONTHS... USING STONE AND 
BONE IMPLEMENTS AS OlO THEIR 
ANCESTORS.- HUNTING SEALS 
AND WHALES IN THE ICY OCEAN... 
USING SLED DOGS FOR FAST 
TRAVEL OWER SNOWY PLAINS, THE 
ESKIMO IS TRUUt, A CONQUEROR 
OF THE NORTH/ 
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&0<>W\ I NEVER KNOWEP 
THAT THE SKY PILOT 
COULD PUNCH LIK'E 
THAT/ 

YEP.' 
^E DELIVERS A 
POWERFUL SERMON, 
AM PACKS A MIGHTY 
PUNCH. WHAT A 
MAN' 
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AF RV&GED STRETCHES Or THE ERB AT NORTHWEST WERE A SP4MN/N& 
GROUNP WHERE THE WORST IN MEN ALL TOO OrTEN CAME OUT..- ANP TNROU&N 
THIS W/LP, PANGBROUS TERRITORY ROAMED JOHN HAWKS, SKY PILOT, A MAN 
WHO QUOTED ?ROM THE SCRIPTURES... ANP BACKBO HIS WORDS WITH MUSCLES 
Or STEEL. TO GUARANTEE THAT EVIL POERS HEEPEP TNEM... 




On a lonely, rocry, snow-patchep h/ll-s/pe, 
near the alaskan -can api an sorper, a 
prospector opens his cabln poor and... 
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7 THE SAME TIME THAT P£ATH WAS CALLING AT 
TH£ LONELY CAglN, ANOTHER SCENE OF //OL£A/C£ 
WAS TAK/NS PLACE tN TH£ AfCAKY SETTLEMENT 
OF f HARP LUCKK /=== 



' HO! NO! PLEASE.' } 
NALUK NO TAKE 

your traps r 



STOP! *— 

LEAVE THAT MAN 
ALONE ! 




€UCH WOLEHCe 
AS FOR WJLP BEASTS 
HOT MBH ' 



f r saip 

/ CLEAR out! 

MH LEMME 





WHY ARE iOU \ 

SEATING THIS 
MAN ? HE LOOK'S 
HARMLESS. 




THE MEEK SHALL 
INHERIT THE EARTH, AS 
IT \S WRITTEN, SOT 
SOMETIMES THEY 
WEEP AIP! 




vou eoop MAN .' 

NALUK YOUR FRlENP 
FOR LIFE.' WHAT 

YOUR NAME? 
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JOHN HAWKS! 
I ASK ONLY ONE THIN6 

OF ALL MfNjMALUK/ 

* /?0 i/ATO OTHERS AS 
YOU WOUlP HAV£ PON£ 
ONTO YOURSELF! 
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WOW.' WHAT WAS THAT 
HE WAS SAYING ABOUT THE 
MEEK INHERITING THE EARTH? 
HE PPN'T THINK HES MEEK, 

POES HE? ilPEf HE 
MUST BE SKY r\lOT...THKT 
NEW F1OHTIN6 PARSON WHO 
DON'T TAKE WO GUFF 
FROM NO ON£! 
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U0HHH! IS CXfiZY\ 
TED &EHBDICT! WHEN \ 
HIM IN HURRY, ISGOOP I 

for you ro eg some-/ 

place else? 




NORA? 
JAKE HENPERSON'S 
JUST BEEN SHOT/ 
I LIGHTING 




EVERY 50PY 
KNOWS THERE'S 
BEEN BAP 5L0OP 

BETWEEN 
HENDERSON AMP 
MB FOR MONTHS/ 
I'M THE NATURAL 
k SUSPECT AS HtS 
MURPERER.-ANP 
X PON'T AIM TO 
BE <JUEST OF 
HONOR AT ANV 
NECKTiE 
PARTY f 
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5UT,TEP,YOU' 
INNOCENT 
EVEJfYONE 

KNOWS SOU 
WOULPN'T KILL 
HENDERSON, 
OK ANYONE 
"ELSE, NO < 
MATTER HOlV 
MUCH YOU 
HATEP HIM.' 
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LET 60 OF ME.' 
I'VE GOT TO GST 
MOVING 5EFOKE 
THE MOUNTlES 
CATCH UP TO ME? 
I'LL SEE YOU 
WHEN THIS 
&LCW5 0V«T' 





POOR. FOOLISH TED.' 
I...X LOVB HIM SO f 
BUT HE'S WRONG/ HE 
MUST RETURN TO 
CLEAR HIMSELF/ 
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vov'ke right.' 
the troubles we' 
conjure up in our 
minds can lead to 
real troubles that / 
can ruin us.' i'll "% 
follow him t perhaps 
i can save him from 
himself; 






50 DOWN TO THE 
SHERIFF'S OFFICE AMP 
TELL HIM TED AND I 
WILL BE IN SOW! 
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SKY PILOTS &K£AT#OZSE f $#OrtftNG, GAINS 
MP/PIY CW T£P g£N£0/CT t UNT/L, FWALLY... 



FAsrez, 

SNC*V K\HG t 
FASTBZf 
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7 WAir.TEPf 
LET ME TALK 
TO 'YOU ! 
WAIT! 



I'M WARNING YOU. 

STRMGez... kebp away; 
-vie.' 
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IF YOU ARE MNOCBHTj 

GO BACK AND FACE THE 
LAW f KUNNIN5 AWAY WILL 
OWLY MAKE PEOPLE SL/KE 
YCU ARE GUILTY.' 



HO! I'M HOT e0\ 
BACK... AND IF Yi 
DON'T GST OUT C 
HEKE VZOHTO 

VOU'RB HOT GOING 
» SACK ElTHEK' 
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r WARNED — 

(Off^H-.' AAV 

MNQCT/ 





VIOLENCE gREEPS" 
WOLZHCBjFZIENP? 



urn 





Y0U ONE ON THE 
OTHBZ Cti&BK 





... AND SO WILL AN 

uppekcut... look our.' 

THE TlMgEe? AK£ 
<?IVIN6 WAV' 
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- . AT THE Rl£K 

OF YOUR OWN! MAYBE 

YOU AKg TALKING 
STKA16HT ABOUT 
SElN<5 A/W FKlENP/ 



r AM YOUR ^ N 

FRIEND.' I WANT 
YOU CLEAREP SO / 
YOU CAN KETUKN *S 

TO THAT.^IRL OF 
SOUKS! 
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TED BEWEPlCT'S 
THE NAME.STKANOER.' 
TIL GO BACK WITH 
YOU AND SEE THE 



A WISE MAN 
FOLLOWS THE PlCTATF^ 

OF HIS INTELLIGENCE. 
TEP. X'M JOHN HAWKS, 
. SOME CALL ME THE 




But, in spits op hawks' peomise as thepaik 

*/D£ UF TO THE SMEElFFS OFFICE iti'WAZP Ll/CK?.. 



weyf THERE'S THE Y YEAH' 
oUY WHAT MURPEREP ) THIS 
JAKE HENPERSON.' / CALLS 
HANS THS PiETV y FOR LYNCH 

KILLED! rr^ LAVV.' 






WHILE I KEAS0N *VlTH 
THE MOB, HORtK, YOU SUP 
OUT THE &AGK WAY AND 
GO AFTEK THE M0l/NTlES.' 

TAKE MY HOZSB ! 






VA HEAR ME ?ff JAKE 
HENP£(?50M WAS AN ALL~ 
KlGHT GUi... BUT NOW HE'S 
PEAP SBCAUSB THAT 
&6NEPICT KAT FBO 
■HIM A .45 SLU<3 .'.' 




YEAH f SNAG 
JBNtEWS RIGHT 1 
KILL &EHGPICT ! 
<\U. TH£ SHERIFF.' 
AMMf '£<Vl Ail / 





Y0U'K£ ACTING LIKE 
ANIMALS I IF NECESSARY 
TIL SEAT SOME 
' HUMANITY INTO 
^YOUK THICK 
HIDE'S r 





'MOUNTIES.' 

L£MM£ &0! LBMME 
GO! r DON'T WANT 
TO 5E TH£ PALL GUY 
POK THIS WHOLE 



<#//£T' YOU LED T>/£- 
MOB - NOW TAKE THB 
(RESPONSIBILITY ! 




HIGH -TW- 
IT OUT* HERE! 

MOUNTIES ! 

LET'S GITF J 





' THAT'S TH0 
MUZP£Z£Z. 
SEZGEANT! 
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you'ke IN THE 

CLB*R,ttH£0\CT! 
YOU CAN'T 5E 
UGHOBRSOH'S 

WLCER.' 



I'M MltSWrV 5LAP TO HEAK 
THAT, flSf&BANT/ 3UT WHAT 

MAKES YOU 50 positive 7 




HEMPERSON WASN'T $1)17* D£AD 
WHEN I GOT TO H£ CA&IN.' HE 
MANA5EP TO GASP OUT THAT HIS 

KILLER HAP THE NME 4 $AL ¥ 
t TATTOOED OH HIS CHEST.' POOR 
FELLOW WAS PELIRIOUS... COULPN'T 
SEEM TO REMEMBER THE KILLER'S 
NAME... JUST ABOUT THE 

TATTOO ! 




YOU'RE PERSPIRING, JENSEN.' 
A LITTLE TOP HOT IN HERE 
FOR YOU t 




V^ WELL, UHHH, GUESS 
I'LL BE MOSEYING ALONG.. 
GET ME SOME FRESH 






AW WAND 

AAV W4A/0 




YEAH . I KILLED JAICf HENDERSON 
WOUIQ HAVE PON£ IT YEARS A09! 
IT WAS ALL OVER A <?OLD CLAIM/ 
I T*|ED TO CHEAT HIM AMD 
ME CAUGHT Mg f KfC^ED 
ME OUT AND TOOK THE 
CLAIM FOZ HIMSELF... 
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JENSEN, 
WHAT'S THE 

MEANING 
OF *SAL"? 
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SAL WAS THE SAL Z HOPED TO 
MARRY .' FINEST WOMAN IN TWE" 
WORLD. r I SOT WRONGLY ACCUSE? 
OP A eOB8ERV J JUST BEFORE OUR ^ 
WEDP/NG PAY f INSTEAD OF FAOUG 
THE MUSIC... AND FROVlNS r WASNT 
GUILTY... I KAN OUT I WELL, BY 
THE TIME THEY FOUHO OUT 1 
2!2tU COMMIT THAT ZOS8EZY 
I'D JEEN REALLY MIXEP UP 'N 
50ME CROOKED PEALS f T 
JUST WENT F?OM BAD TO 
WORSE . . . 
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HAWKS, IF YOU HAPN'T 

BROUGHT ME PACK , r 

MIGHT HAVE ENDED UP 

THE SAME WAV JENSEN 

DID f HOW CAN r EVER 

THANK YOU f 



HE WHO LABORS IN ■ 
THE LORD'S WNEYARPS 
DOES HOT BtPECT THANKS! 
A GOOP LIFE WILL OFFER 
THANKS TO TH£ LORD! 





Vbu. AU VOUB FXmNDS ABOUT 7H/B 0BBAT 
NSW COMICS HEZ0. .. A MAN WHO PUTS M? 
FAITH IN SOt?. . . ANP CABB/BS ON THB BATTlB 
FOB RUSTICS ANP HUMANITY WITH H& F)£ TST-* ' 
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UHE NORTHLAND 15 A COUNTRY Of GREAT 
? COLD, VIOLENT UPHEAVAL? OF NATURE, AND 
* GIANT TREES, WHERE DEATH AND PRIMITIVE 

V LIFE LURK... A RUGGED COUNTRY, WHERE 
ONLY STRONG, REP-gLOODEP MEN CAN SUR- 
VIVE? THIS IS A TALE OF JUST SUCH MEN... 
FOR HERE SKypilOt BATTLES THE 

"LUMBER PI KATES"! 
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TnE*g ARE MEN IN THE NORTH CALLED 

lumbbz Pizficres... brutal, strong men 

WHO CUT AND SELL TIMBER WITHOUT 
LICENSE IN DEFIANCE OF THE LAW \ SUCH A * 
MAN WAS JULES BROUSSAC! 




f SUREjTHEES TIMBER X HAH, YOU ARE 
SLIPE DOWN THE SLOPE ) ANXIOUS TO GET A 
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EENTO THE WATER.' 
y SACKE NOM,WHAT 
YOU WAIT FOR? 
BEGEEN CUTTING.' 



GOOD CUTTING STARTED 
DOWN THE RIVAIR BEFORE 
THE MOUNTIES FIND OUT.' 
I THINK WE MAKE MUCH 
MONEY FROM THEES 
TIMBER ! 
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WAT ^F THE \CB 
KEELS YOU... WAT 
LOSS BBS THAT,* 
fUlfgSf-EATSW? 

SET OUT OF HERE... 
Sl<5 JULES TAKE WAT 
HE WANTS, AN' HE 
WANTS JHBBS 
TIMBER ' 



/ EEF YOU COVE 
( BACK, WE KEEL 
S ^YOU! 




our young men 
wish to attack: 
thb pirates, s0t1 
have said that you 
should first be 
allowed to try to 
make thbsb sap 
men so away 

peacefully. 



THANK YOU FOR YOUR *~ 
.CONFIDENCE, INNUIT.'THIS 
IS SERIOUS INDEED! I'LL 
Set THESE LAW BREAKERS 
RIGHT AWAV ! WHAT PART 

OF THE LEDGE ARE THEY 

WORKING? 

"COME , M'LOOT 

WILL <5UlDE 

YOU ' 
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WE 
ARE NOT 
BEGGARS/ 



tos 
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5E STILL, CHILD f SIR, YOU HAVE 

NO KK5HT TO CUT THIS TlMBBZ. 
THIS IS ESKIMO LAND, OWNED gy 
US.' gELOW IS OOZ VILLAGE AND 
IF THESE TREES ARE CUT, SHALE J 
AND ICE FROM THE TOP OF THIS 
MOUNTAIN WILL COME DOWN AND 
KILL USf ONLY THIS BELT OF 4 
TIMBER HOLDS THE SHALE AND J 
ICE FROM FALUNG.'^J 
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ANGEZEP AND gEiNILPEgEO, THE ESKIMOS GO TO 
THB ONLS MAN THEY KNOW WILL HELP THEM ,. # 
JOHN HAWKS, THE MISSIONARY Of MOOSE meg. 



HELLO, 

INNUIT, 
M'LC&T, 
KOOTUHVT! 
YOU LOOK 

WORRIED.' 



WE ARE WORRIED, SKYPILOT! Njj 
LUMgER PIRATES ARE CUTTING ^ 
DOWN THE TIMBER OH THB LBV&B 
ABOVE OUR VILLAGER OKCB THE 
TREES, ARE POWN THERE WILL BE 

NOTHING TO KEEP AN AVALANCHE 
PROM BURYING OUR VILLAGE 

AND KILLING US ALL/ 




SEE, THERE 
IS THE BAD 
MEN'S CAMP, 

ABOVE ' 



v r* 



M'LOOT, IF I CANT PERSUADE 
THESE MEN TO STOP I SHALL 
HAVE TO REPORT THEM TO THE 

MOUNTIES! I SHOULD PlSLlKE 
DOING THAT,.. I DON'T LIKE TO 

CAUSE TROUBLE FOR ANYONE/ 
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aay friend, you should 
look taozb cake fully 
zefoke starting a log 
toll: thejte are people 
living below who might 
have been ulled as 4 
you almost killep us' 




SO YOU ACE OWE OP THEES 
MlSSfCWAKY FELLOWS! NO 
ON£ TELLS ME WMAT TO 00) 

I GOING TO HUBT YOU A LEETLE 
FOE WARNING, BUT QO WOT 
STEEK YOUE NOSE EEN MY 
5EEZNESS AGAIN OK... r 
KEEL YOU ! 



STOP, PLEASE.' 
I PONT LIKE 
VIOLENCE . r 




^THEY MEANT TO 
KILL US .'..AMD WOLP 
HAVE IF YOU HAPN'T 

ACTEP SO SWIFTLY f 




SACKS 8LBU! 

A WHITE MAW.' WHEN 

r sawthegikl weeth 

YOU I THOUGHT YOU 
WEKE ESKIMO, TOO? 
SO I SENP LOGS 
DOWN/ 



SO YOU P/P TKY TO KILL 

US! THINKING T/TOO, WAS 

AN ESKIMO f MY FEIENP, 

WHITE MAN OK ESKIMO, WE 

ARE ALL THE SAME. 5UT I 

DIDN'T COfAB TO PKEACH^I'M 

WEKE TO ASK YOU TO STOP <j 

CUTTING TIMBEK THAT BE- 

LONGS TO THE ESKIMOS-' 
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pAJOWPEKHAF* 

we can talk this 
over calmly, as 
mew should: 



MODULES, I AM MOT 
AFRAID OF YOU.' MEM 
SHOULDN'T SETTLE THEIR 
DIFFERENCES LIKE LEASTS 

..Bur i see you're past 

ARGUING WITH/ 




NOW YOU 

WEEL TASTE THE 




There are no ethics in the rough-and- 
tumble BATTLES OF THE NORTH! MAM, CRIPPLE 
ANP RILL IS THB COPE... ANP JULES KNOWS ALL 
THE PlRTY TRIORS f 




... SKVPILOTS FOOT SLIPS ON THE TREACHEROUS 
SNOW AS JULES KICKS OUT VICIOUSLY. . / 
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I W/LL TELL 

the AAOimnes.' 

v^U WILL Be 

jailep 
forever: 



YOU WEEL TELL WO ONE 
NOTHING WHEN I AM THROUGH 
WEETH YOU.' MEN... LOOSE 
THOSE LOGS ! 
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LOSS WEEL 
SRIND YOU TO LEEUE 
PIECES, WOMAN? I WEEL 
WATCH, THEN-GO PACK -. 
NO FEENISW THE V 
PREACHER-MAN 'g 
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rue clean life that skypilot has lep semes 

HIM WELL HOW. HE RECOVERS ZAP/DM FROM THE 
BRUTAL MAULING! 
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I'VE SOT TO SAVE THAT 

PLUCKY SlRL... BUT HOW? 

I' VE GOT Iff THE OHLV 

thing that has a < 
Chance of success! 
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f the Rivee marrows R7<?ht 

BELOW HERE f IF I CAM LOOSEN 
THE LOGS IN THAT CRIB AHEAP, 
AND SET THEM DOWN TO THE 
RIVER INTIME.THEV WILL 
JAM UP AND STOP THE 
OTHER LOGS BEFORE 
T*EY REACH THE 
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PRESSED gY THE 7&NS OF LOGS, THE WEAKENED 
CRIB LETS GO AND THE LOGS THUNDER DOWN THE 
SLOFE AND PILE SMASHING INTO THE RIVER! 



HANS ON 



W5 
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UND&S SKYP/LOTt PCYtW PEET, THE JAMMED 
LOGS SHIFT MO QUWEf OM/A/OUSLY A$ THE 
T/MfE* SEMMD STP/KES THEM ANP P/LE UP/ 



&Y GAK, THAT PREACHE* 
FELLOW \$ TOUGH... BUT 

he weel HOT SE$T 

IBBG JULES I 




WE MUST GET OFF THIS 
JAM fast: \T MIGHT LET 
GO AMY MINUTE ! BESIDES 
WE'KE rt&ECT TAW5ETS 
FOe OUR FKlEND JULES.' 



I KNEW YOU WOULD 

SAVE NiB ! ONLY W 

COULD. HAVE DONE 

IT IWW 



\ 





HE DODGES LAK JACK 
KAgglT.-.I CANNOT Hir 
HIM.' 5UT I- PEEK HEEM 
VET/ r/EWE... SEEE/^i 
ME PVNAMITE... 
WEEKLY ! 




MEAN WHILE, JULES HA£ PUNTED HIS QYNAMITB 
UNDER WE KEY lOS Of THE JAM, TO gLOM IT UP 
AND STABT THE PILED UP LOGS *OCL/H& POlVH 
THB ZAGM& WYES! 



MAf PZETTS $OOH , ONG 
BIG SMG... THEW tV£ SEE 
HOW LOhlG YOU STAY OH 
LOGS, MEESTEZ 
FKEACHE* MAN f 




HE'S SLOWNTHE JAM.' 
LOOK! THE LOGS A*E 
WW. WE ARE 
DONE FOK f 








THE TREACHEROUS LOGS LEAP, POLL AND PLUNGE 
LIKE LIVE THINGS IA/ THE RACING RIVER t ..WET r 
UNSURE MENACES UNDER SKYPfLOrS PLYING FEET.' 
ONE SUP MEANS A CRUSHINGj GRlMP/M PEATHf 




MIRACULOUSLY, SKiPlLOT KEEPS Hf$ BALANCE ON 
TUE CHURNING T/MSEZ,.. WEN, AS THE SWIFT - 
MOVING LOGS GAMY HIM TO THE OVER-HANGING 
BRANCHES, ME LEAPS UPiNARP, ANP. . . 




THINKING THE MISSIONARY AND THE GIRL HAVE 
BEEN KILLED AMONGST THE LOGS, g/G JULES 
ANP HIS MEN RESUME THEIR LOGGING OPERATIONS. 



wow weei/SKeeN rutes 

UPGB OFTltABBZ! WOKK, 
YOU NAMELESS FBBGS..- 



WAIT, JULES.' WHAT 
FES THAT rtUMgllMG 
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THE ESMMOS, MOUSED TOMtYEY THE AVAL ANCti* 
AEM THEMSELVES AND PAIL UPON JULES P^fGHTEAlEP, 

pisozsanizep lumbermen, cAPwm them WITH- 
OUT A STRUGGLE ! 

WO, JULES/ IT'S 
TO LATE TO KUW 
OOT WOW/ 
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THE SLU£SE2-£AT£ES HAVE 

ckrrvKBD twose fools ? now 

EESTIME FO* JULES TO 
SO... ZBfOKE 

the Mouwngf 

COME ,' 




the fowseful logger sags undee the blow 

AND SKVPiLOT PUTS EVEEY giro? STXEN&THHE 
HAS LEPT fNTOA PILB'DBtVtNG SMASH TO THE BIG 

MAN'S JAW/ 




YOU! EVERYTHING 

THAT HAS HAPPENED TO 

gl3 JULES EES SOVZ 

FAULT.' I THOUGHT X 
HAVE KEEL YOU, ffUT NOW, 

EEF YOU K MAN 0£ 

GWOST, X MAKE 

SUKE I KEEL 

voir 



JULES, PONT YOU THINK 
IT WOULD ZBZBTTBZIF 
YOU CAME QUIETLY AND 
TOOK youe JUST 
ruK&HMGHT FROM 
THE LAW? 
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^OW TUB TWO MEN STBA/N AGAINST EACH OTHER 
IN A SILENT PEAPLY PUEL ! ONLY TUB SOPPEN SOUND 
OP FIST ON FLESH, THE CEACH Of SntA/N/NG SlNEfN, 
ANP THE SHUPPLE OP MOVING PEST CAN BE HEARD? 




AH HOUR LATEK, JULES AND HIS MM AK IN TVf CUSTODY 
OK THE NOerMWESr MOUNTED POUCS* AND ACE TAKEN 
AWAV TO FACE TMEI* JU ST PUNISHMENT,' 

^OUK VILLAGE WILL BE 
SAFE IF NO MORE TREES 



ARE REMOVED! HOW CAN 
WE REPAY SOU FOZ WHAT 

>fOl) HAVE QOUB 7 



I ASK W PAYMENT JUT 
FOR YOUe OWN SAKES I 
ASK THAT YOU COME TO 
CHUeCH ON SUNDAY, AND 
HELP SPKEAP THE GOSFEL 
ONTHISFEONTIE*. 
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CHEECHAKO CONSTABLE 



"You theenk you will take Big Pierre to 
Peace River Crossing? Eef you theenk that, 
you are a bceg fool !" 

Constable Jim Thorne of the Royal Cana- 
dian Northwest Mounted Police looked at the 
big French-Canadian, and at the glittering 
steel handcuffs that enclosed the man's huge 
wrists. Constable Jim was a big man himself, 
but the French-Canadian was a giant. And he 
knew the barren stretches that lav between 
these northern snowlands, and the end of 
steel at Peace River Crossing. 

Pierre leBlanc grinned at the young con- 
stable. "You new man. A chccchako. A ten- 
derfoot! You not know these moraines like 
I do. I weel get away. You weel not take me 
back to trial for murder." 

The big man laughed, and his laughter was 
a file grating cold chills down Constable Jim's 
back. He stared as the Frenchman walked on 
his snowshoes, up ahead of the malemute dog 
team harnessed' to the big. bent-runnered sled. 
The worst of if is, thought the Mountie 
grimly, the big Canuck is right! Constable 
Jim Thorne was a recruit with the Force. He 
did not know these wind-swept snowlands 
high above the Circle. But the Corporal at 
Fort Crow had given him the job, and it was 
his duty to do it. 

With the big Frenchman breaking trail 
through the fluffy snow for the dogs, and the 
Constable moving easily behind the gliding 
sled, they moved past the headwaters of the 
Mackenzie River. The wind and the cold 
blanketed the great stretches of snow fields. 
They moved tunelessly across the white bar- 
rens, steadily. 

For two days and two nights, they slid over 
the snow. The on|y words spoken were the 
grim, amused taunts of the big French-Cana- 
dian. "You arc nice young man. You play 
thees baseball, hein? I 'avc heard oi you. I'ut« 
thees northland, she ees no baseball diamond!" 

And the Canuck's booming laughter would 
shake the ptarmagin from the stumpy pines 
in the timber line to their left. 

Pierre would say, "When T leave vou, you 
be careful, bov ! 1 keel lean the Cat because 
he ees need killing! But I do not want to keel 
you. I weel not. No! I weel leave you to shift 
for yourself* so- be careful I** 



Constable Jim became even more cautious 
■with the taunts. He hand-fed big Pierre at 
every stop. He tied his ankles when the 
Canuck rolled himself into a blanket. He sat 
up half the night until he was sure the trapper 
was asleep. He took every precaution that he 
could think of. 

But the hours of worry and sleeplessness, 
two nights in a row, began to tell. It was 

•while he was feeding Pierre that the Canuck 
brought his right foot up into Constable Jim's 
face. Thorne rolled backward, pain shooting 

"red lightnings across his eyeballs. Pierre did 
not roar as he leaped for the almost uncon- 
scious Mountie. He was as silent as a wolf 
stalking the caribou. 

Pierre saved his breath and his strength, 
and he landed on Constable Jim with both 
knees under his ribs. The shock of that blow 
drove the air from the Mo un tie's lungs- 

As Constable Jim writhed under the torture 
*of lungs straining for air, big Pierre clubbed 
him under the chin with a knotted fist. The' 
Mountie's head went back against the snow, 
then twisted sideways, limp. 

The Canuck climbed to his feet, looking 
down on the unconscious constable. He grunt- 
ed, and turned away. He went to the sled and 
levered a shell into the constable's service 
nrle, then came back to stand over the inert 
man. He growled, "Ha, thees cheechako con- 
stable ees no threat to ol' Pierre. 1 weel not 
keel him. I weer onlv take away hecs gun 
an' knife!" * 

He knelt -and searched Thorne carefully. 
He found a silver flask tucked under a hip. 
and unscrewed the top. grinning. But instead 
of brandy or whiskey, there was only water 
in the canteen. The Canuck chuckled and re- 
placed the flask. He said. "When the cold 
begin to bite heem. he weel wish eet was 
brandv ecu there, vou bet!" 

Then he took the sled and the dogs, with 
all the food and weapons on them, and moved 
off through the night. 

It was a quarter of an hour later that Con- 
stable Jim stirred and sat up. He stared dazed- 
ly around him, reading the traces of the 
Canuck's hasty flight in the trampled snow. 
He trl imbed to his feet and set out. following 
the twin ridges of the sled's runners in the 
bright moonlight. 

For hour*, he plodded along, Stnowiftgfc* 



was falling farther and farther behind at every 
step. The cold wind was whipping loose snow 
in swirling tornados of fury. Three times he 
fell during that long night march, and each 
tinie he was weaker when he got to his feet. 

I'll never catch him, he told himself, as 
he moved through the bright glare of a win- 
ter's day. And even if J do, I could never over- 
come him. It took three men to take him, back 
at Fort Crow! 

But he went on. mile after unrelenting mile.- 
He tore off a bit of bark and clawed at it, 
making crude snow goggles to protect his 
eyes from the pitiless glare of the sun-flooded 
snowfields. 

It was after dark when he reached* a small 
trail cabin on the rim of a forest of lodgepole 
pines. The sled was leaning against the log 
wall. The dogs, and Pierre leBlanc, were in- 
side the cabin, out of the furv of the storm 
that was piling up in great gusts of snow, 
and wind. 

Constable Jim stood swaying, three hundred 
yards from the cabin. A great plume of thick, 
grey smoke was pouring out of the crude 
stone chimney. Idly, he watched it. shivering 
even in his fur parka, as the wind blew snow 
all around him. • ' * 

He said wryly. "It sure isn't baseball 
weather, that's a cinch!" Almost unconscious- 
ly he bom and lifted a handful of snow, pat- 
ting and working it into a snowball. "Jf Tin 
going to do anything but freeze to death out 
here. I'd better get at it. But what can I do 
against Pierre, without n gun. starved and 
half frozen to death as I am . . .?" He dropped 
the snowball and staggered toward the cabin, 
a lonely figure in the white Immensity of the 
wilds. Once he fell, when his leg* simply 
crumpled under him. He lav there. breathing 
in snow and bitter cold, his lung?, rw lire with 
pain. Dazedly, he got back to his knees, then 
to his feet. He knew, without being told, that 
unless he got food soon, he would fall and 
never be able to get up. 

"But where am I going to get food: 1 can't 
ask leBlanc for it. He thinks I'm dead, ten 
miles back. And I can't capture liim without 
a gun ..." 

The thick grey smoke curling upward from 
the cabin chimnev drew his eves Bje Pierre 
was burning wet wood in his fireplace, and 
it was smoking heavily. Probably the last man 
to pse the little trail cabin had failed to stock 
the woodpile — a serious breach of northland 
ethics — and Pierre had had to rustle wood 
from beneath the snow. 
. Some of the smoke was wind-whirled toward 



him. so that he dragged in a lungful or ft be- 
fore the could stop himself. He coughed and 
choked, and his eyes watered, but the idea 
hit him at that same instant. He moved toward 
the chimney, put a hand on one of the greyish 
stones. The chimney was rough, crude. Here 
and there stones jutted out to form hand and 
toe holds. 

Constable Jim began to climb, pausing often 
to harvest his strength. When he was on the 
roof, near the chimney's top, he took off his 
coat, shivering as the wind ripped through 
his uniform jacket. He folded the fur parka 
over the chimney's top, and belted it with 
his service belt and lanyard. 

"That'll keep the smoke inside the cabin," 
he muttered. "He'll have to come out. N T o man 
can stand much of that smoke in his lungs!" 

He clung to the chimney, weakly. He had 
no weapon. Even if he did get Pierre out of 
the cabin .... 

Idly, he packed snow into a ball again. He 
turned the snowball over, staring at it. It was 
almost as big as a baseball. A baseball? Eager- 
ly. Constable Jim fumbled at his hip pocket, 
brought out the small silver flask that con- 
tained water. He unscrewed the top and let 
the water trickle over the snowball. It caked 
into solid ice almost as soon as it touched the 
round white ball. 

At that instant, the cabin door banged open. 
Pierre leBlanc charged out, choking and 
coughing. He stood there, bent forward, gasp- 
ing % for clean .air. 

Young Jim stood on the roof, a few feet 
above him. Forgotten was the snow that 
whipped around him. Forgotten the cold and 
the h<~>urs of hopeless pursuit. Instead. Jim 
Thorne saw a sunshiny day. a baseball dia- 
mond. He was on the mound ... 

Jim Thorne threw back his right arm. Two 
fingers were looped over the frozen snowball, 
gripping it as if it were, a baseball, and he 
was preparing to throw his high, hard one". 

The ice-coated snowball caught Pierre 
leBlanc at the base of his skull as he stood 
bent forward, coughing. He dropped face 
forward and lay unmoving, half-buried in 
the snow.* 

As he snapped his handcuffs on the dazed 
Canuck. Constable Jim managed a wry grin. 
"This baseball isn't as silly as you think, 
Pierre. It's going to land you behind bars, 
where you belong . . ." 

And Constable Jim Thorne of the Royal 
Canadian Northwest^ Mounted Police stood 
there in the snow, and laughed. 

THE END 
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WOF THE SAfFEN W/LDS OF ME ' 

WQC&V NO£WW#riES WE G/ANr 
"F/GU&E OF rue LEGEN&A&Y 

$N0WFAN6..PAf?r WOLF, PAPrMAL- 

EMure dogs bopn ro rue caw of 

CLAW AMD FAHG t UE MOVE'S FUE 
SNOWY WASTELANDS ... • > 

KING OF r//£AJ?cr/c W/lPf } 



CMovm acfvss 

Tl/E GPEAr 
F/ELPS OFAPCftC 
ZNOW, PAST WE 

F-m of a ceEAr 

GLACIEg, SLIDES 
A LONG SLED... 
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NOW IS MY CHANCE 
TO KILL WtAr HIS BACK 
IS TOWARD ME r 
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*^by /^cn 



EH? WWAT 
IS IT? 



X.O-- 



^ 





# 



\S SNOWFANG L/MPS AWAY, UiS W/LO NEAPr/S rO£N 
TNE SAVAGE /MPC/LSE OF WE WOLF- MAT KNOWS 
ONI V ME/AW OF ClAWANO FANGF 




//£ AUDIBLE 
CLICK OF A 

SACKPRAWN 

e/riFBoir 

COMES CLEANLY 
TO WE KEEN 
EAF5 OF r//F 

GIANT SNOW' S 

\ FANG f Bur 
AS YF7; SNOW- 
FANG //AS 

N£VF£ SEEN 
A , NO/SE 

sr/aru. 




KXJ JU5T NICKED HIS Y YOU WEEL NEVAK? TAME HIM, 
LEG.' LET'5 MAKE ^i AA'SIEU, FO£ THEES WEEl BE 
CAWPHE^EJ'D LIKE If YOU* I AST CAMP.' ONLY 
TO CAPTURE AND y^ONE OF U5 

TAME HIM T . if LEAVES HECE 

AT DAWN- 




V* 



(SUK NE ALSO KNOWS ME EMOTIONS 

OF FIS DOG ANC£srO#5- WW O/M 

MEMORIES OF NEAeWS/CES AA/£> 

we tAi/GvrE& of urrtE cmoPENr 



T\ jfL 




OH W£ CAMP 8EL0W ME&DGE. • 



IT WAS A LUCKY DAY FOR 
ME WHEN T MADE THIS GOLD 



OUI, M'SIEU/ 

Bur then, you 

At?E AMERICAN 

ENGINEER. VOU 

CAME NOETH TO MAKE 

KXie FORTUNE. ZUT.' 

' VOU MADE EET' 




BUT BV TME TIME TWEV PO \: 
FIND HEEM I WEEL HAVE FILED J 
CLAIM OW HEES GOLD MINE.. 3 

an' be a e/cH man: +J 




OUI--TUBN EEN..FORZE 

lAsrrtMer when you die, 

HEEE EEN THE WILDS, / WEEL 
FILE CLAIM TO YOU(? GOLD 

MINE/ 




BV MOWING HE WEEL BE FfcOZEN SOLID.' EEF 
THE MOUNTIES QUESTION ME I WEEL ONLV SAy HE 
WANDERED OFF TO HUNT.. AND NEVAlfc CAME 

BACK/ 




LAeANWWLE, E/GWNG BACK WE SAVAGE AA/SrtfJST 
OF MS WOlf ANCESTORS, SNOWFM6 APPeOAC#E$ 

/ . rue coio CAMP. . . . ; 

/ 
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Ml Y, SMOWWG 

KNOWS THAr 

ms mppotected 

MAN WtLL D/E fN 

we A&cr/e cow. 

r///S /£ WE MAN 
WUO PPEVENrED 

we p/eleman 
fpom warn 

JMtf MESMWES 

MM POUGHLY„. 





r WAS SOUND ASLEEP- OUT OF MY SLEEPING 
BAG.' I COULD HAVE FROZEN TO DEATH/ 
HENRI'S GONE* TAKEN THE SLED.. ALL 
MY WEAPON5 AND FOOD.' 






W//E w/to sroe.n pages Aeoam mem as 7#ey ue 

UNPEG A {OGANO 3PC/SN W/NPTAU, SNEirEPEP 

fpom we Aecr/c buzzapo... 



WELL, BOX WE MADE IT.' \V$ A 
WILD STOS?M 6UT IVE'RE SAFE 
HEPE- THANKS TO YOUf VU 
GOIMG TO CALL VOU SNOWFANG.' 




'/T MEN BOB SANOEPS EAUS tYEA/ClY///r//E 
SNOW, r#EG/ANr WO/.EPOG LEAVES r#E EPAU to 



PUN POWW A SNQWS#OE PABBfK 




\ 



A GOOD THING HE DiDNT TAKE MY FLINT AND 
STEEL AND MY HUNTING KNIFE ! AT LEAST 
WITH VOU TO HUNT FOJ? ME, I CAN EAT 
AND GET BACK MY STRENGTH/" 



Oi"^' PA y% SNQWEANGANP SOB 5ANDE&S KEEP TO 
THE rfAit Of THE FLEEING GWPE '.' ff&9 ONE MOeNM.. 




THE WOLF DOG AND SANDER5 5 HE DEED 
NOT FREEZE TO DEATH.' WELL, EET MAKES 
NO DIFFERENCE f H£ HAS NO GUN f 




I'LL KEEL THE DOG P.2ST f SANDER 



EES NOT DANGEROUS.. BUT THAT 
DOG EES A BAD ONE.' 



«W7 SNOWFANG HAS SEEN ANP EEL T A 'NO/SE STOT 
Wf HE KNOWS // 'SHOOTS £>£A7H. • SO ME Z&ZA6S 
A COU&SE AT ME reEACHEPOt/S GI//PE- . . 






//fip/mp/HE 

rip aw'throat our 



THAT'S ENOUGH, SNOWFANG t EASE UP BOYf 
I WANT HIM ALIVE.' HE'S GOING TO JAIL f 





&. 
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VTHH£N#/ SeOUSSA&O'S MP/STS WW MTN &WM0£ 
WE LONG T&PTO r#E COAST ft BEGi/N ro HAVE THE 
TREACHEROUS GI//DE TMGNEO OPE& TO WE LAW/ ONE 
NIGHT, CESS THAN A DAY'S Tm'ES WOM C/Wl/ZAT/QN... 



l$ur snoweang has heajpp we hunting cail Of 

MS ANCESTORS/ OUT THE&E l/ES THE A&CT/C 
W/tOS, WE&E SNOWEANG /S AC/AAf f 




GO AHEAD, BOtf >OU lVEfc?E NEVEP 

MEANT TO B£ TAKEN SACK TO, 

CIVILIZATION.' yOU BELONG 

OUT THERE UNDER 1 

THE STARS.' FIGHTING.' 

eUMNG THE LAND THAI 

GAVE >'OU EBPTH.' 
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YOU'RE NEXT, SMPILOT f 
X ALWAYS SAlP YOU WERE 
YELLOW ANP I AIAA TO PWE 
IT/ YOU'RE NOT EVEN 
MAN ENOUGH TO GO 
POWN FfGHTIN' J 
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T#g HAZSH WNTBX CT TN* &&AT . 

NOKTWtYSST IS A tACXGXQilNO AGAINST \ 
rW/GV 7>tf */^ OF TWO iOUNG P60PL6 
SWN6 IN THE SALANCB 9 QNLi JOHN HAWS, 

th£ $kYr/tor, hgsps w&k cry of pistxsSs 
as N£ sites a Ringing ANStfez to thb 

CHALLBNGe OF,„*THE CRISIS"!! 



THAT REMAINS TO 
BE SE£N,BEN0ER.' 
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JTEW ARRIVALS IN THE GREAT NOKTHWEST, A YOUN0 
COUPLE BRING A MEAGER CATCH TO THE "SILVER LOPE', 
A C0M5/NEP TRADING TOST ANP GENERAL 5TORE 
FOR THE TINY COMMUNITY,.. 



I'M SORRY, SON. &UT I CAN'T 
OFFER MORE'N f 55.00 FOR THE 
LOT. ACTUALLY, YhEY SHOULDN'T 
FETCH EVEN THAT 
MUCH ! 




THAT'S A LAUGH f ONLY A 
MIRACLE COULP K&P US 
FROM STARVING TO PEATH 
5EF0RE SPRING GETS 




At LL MANAGE, DAVE. 
THINGS AREgOUNDTO 

get setter soon ! 

i just know they 
will : 





v 

IN THE OLDEN PAYS THEJZB WAS 
ONE THAT FED THE MULTITUDE 
WITH ONLY FIVE LOAVES Of BREAD 
' IF A MAW IS GOOD. THE FINAL 
POWER THAT JUDGES ALL MEN 
WILL NOT SUFFER 

HIM TO (70 Kb^ IN THAT 

HUNGRY f JJl CASE, I'VE BEEN 





LET'S GO, MYRA. I'VE GOf 
SOME OTHEE? BUSINESS TO 
ATTEND TO/ 

I'LL BE 
OUT IN A 
MINUTE, 

DAVE. 
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I'M SORRY HE SPOfcE 50 SHARPLY. 
IT ISN'T THAT PAVES gAP"|TS 
JUST THAT HE'S HAD SUCH ROTTEN 
LOCK. HE HASN'T HAQA'CATCH 
NOW FOR TEN DAYS AND HE'S 
BECOME gITTER. 
I-I WOKRV VfYOUR COUMGB 
ABOUT HIM. /[ WILL SEE HIM 

THROUGH f 





THERE'S LITTLE COURAGE 
LEFT, Ml? HAWKS. THAT MAN 
DAVE'S SPEAKING TO NOW. HE'S 
ZB£ti TRYING FOX WEEKS TO 
GET MY HUSBAND TO PITCH 
IN WITH HIM. PERHAPS IT 
ISN'T KIGHT, BUT I 
DISLIKE THE MAN' 



VOU'RE NOT 

wrong ABOUT 

HIM, THE MAN 

is vicious; 



GLAD TO SEE YER WlSlN'UF* 
KID. X GUARANTEE YOU'LL MAKE 
MOZS DOUGH 1H OHS TRIP WITH 
, ME THAN YOU'VE MADE BY 
YOURSELF ALL WINTER 
LONG, 
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WHAT ELSE? LOOK, KID, 
I'VE GOT THIS T^APP/N' 
BUS/NESf DOWN TO A 
SCIBNCB. ITS SURE- 
FIRE STUFF! 



ALL RIGHT 
BENDER, WHEN 
CAN I START T 





Y ItL BE BLUNT, DAVE. 

this man isnt the answej? 
to youk proglem. joining 
up with him w0nt 
solve a thing, 





A TAUT SILENCE DR0P5 0V« THE FI6HT-HM6M 
tiOB t BUT AS HAWK* SLOWLY KggAINS Hi* FEET,.* 



? 



THESES WO POINT JM MY FlGHTlNt? 
THIS MAN. WHAT I CAN PUOVE HE'S 
ALREADY PEMONSTPATED. HE'S 
A MAN OF flOlENCE , ANP IF 
YOU TEAM UP WITH HlM — NO 
©007 WILL COME OF IT! 




LATE THAT MIGHT, NALUK, JOHN HAWKS' FAITHFUL 
ESKIMO FKlENP, CALLS AT HIS CA5IN. 
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I WATCH 8EW0EK MAN 
im YOU SAIP.' WE LEAVE 
LITTLE WHILE AGO FOK 
NOETHEKN (5KOUNPS . r 
YOUNg MAN 60 WITH 
HIM 




SrtN&lNG MTfCCgS OP fCB ANP $/VOtV WHIPA80UT 

THgte wees as rnev mush fomvazd^ 



M.£ANWHIL£,ATTHB NORTHERNMOST H0NTWS 6KDUNPS- 



WEKE THERE ANY 
OTHEKS SESIPE THOSE 
TlVO, NALUK r 
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TWO, TH^EE MAYBE. 
THEY TAKE ONLY *IFlE 
AMP BULLETS I 5TKANSE 
WAV TO TKAP FOX ANP 
5EAVEJ? , I THINK ! 
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5EFORE YATAKE OFF FOR 
YEK POSTS, r WANT YA TO 
COME ALONG WITH ME AND 
THIS YOUNff FELLA. WE T?/ 
i?OTTA SHOW '/M HOW 
WE OPERATE. ^^ 






•T'LL ?E A 

pleasure, senger; 
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4 s«arr whilb latsz, as an zskimo owes 
ms rsLT-LAPeN Slbq along tug trail ... 






...gECAUS£ I'M NOT 
TOUCHING Y0UC PIKTV 
PEAL.' I'P RATHK 

STAZY? flKSTi 




V ¥U* TEACH YA 
TO SACK POWN 




WHEN I (SET 
THK0U5H WITH YA 




VOi/ AGAIN ! WELL, 
YOU'VE JUTTEP IN FEK 
THE LAST TIME I 




B£fOZ£ JgNSBN CAN FIRS, A GLSmMv ST&AK 

I £AIP> PROP 
THAT 6UN! 




TV£ SEEN WAITlN' FEK YA ^ WATCH HIM, 
TO COME OUT FI0HTIN7 CALL \ HAWKS. HS'tL— . 
OFF THAT GUN-TOTlN' KKlMO^^, 

TAL ANP WE'LL HAVE A p5T^ *VV 
SHOWPOWN — KltSHT ^^^ J&^ 



HEKE ANP NOW f 



wew 
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iATBX, SACK IN MS $ CA?IN> tiMM$ etPSZTLi 
PX &$& W$ WOUND, WN0N 5UPPENL Y. .. 

that r\ie OF 

SKINS! VVH£K£ 
7\V TWgy COH& 
FK0M, MYRA ? 




THEM bCCBPT IT AS A 
SlffM — A SI5N THAT TtfaS£ 
WHQ E"N<5A<5£ M HONgST 
ItKZQK y CANNOT tkW 
WILL NOT GO 
UNKgWAKpED. 




laugh, serry, laugh/ 





What was the tragedy that made a mockery of 
Betty Hutton's gay exterior? Why did she weep 
bitter, lonely tears with the applause of her ad- 
mirers still ringing in her ears? What eternal truth 
did Betty learn - almost too late? Read "LAUGH, 
BETTY, LAUGH!" Share the intimate secrets of 
the real "Blonde Bombshell." 




WHAT'S WITH 

m 

CROSBYS? 



Does Bing's popularity end in his own home? Are the divorce 
rumors true? Why is 'The Groaner" often unhappy — restless? 
What is it Bing wants most in life - but may never have? Read 
"WHAT'S WITH THE CROSBYS!" Learn the surprising truth about 
the man behind the world's best known voice. 
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